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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Her chimes, that shimmer from St. Michael's steeple 

Across the deep maturity of June 

Like sunlight slanting over open water 

Under a high blue listless afternoon. 

But when the dusk is deep upon the harbor, 

She finds me where her rivers meet and speak, 

And while the constellations gem the silence 

High overhead, her cheek is on my cheek. 

I know her in the thrill behind the dark 

When sleep brims all her silent thoroughfares. 

She is the glamour in the quiet park 

That kindles simple things like grass and trees; 

Wistful and wanton as her sea-born airs, 

Bringer of dim rich age-old memories. 

Out on the gloom-deep water, when the nights 

Are choked with fog, and perilous, and blind, 

She is the faith that tends the calling lights. 

Hers is the stifled voice of harbor bells, 

MufHed and broken by the mist and wind. 

Hers are the eyes through which I look on life 

And find it brave and splendid. And the stir 

Of hidden music shaping all my songs, 

And these my songs, my all, belong to her. 

EDGAR ALLAN POE 

Once in the starlight 

When the tides were low, 
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And the surf fell sobbing 

To the undertow, 
I trod the windless dunes 

Alone with Edgar Poe. 

Dim and far behind us, 

Like a fabled bloom 
On the myrtle thickets, 

In the swaying gloom 
Hung the clustered windows 

Of the barrack-room. 

Faint on the evening, 

Tenuous and far 
As the beauty shaken 

From a vagrant star, 
Throbbed the ache and passion 

Of an old guitar. 

Life closed behind us 
Like a swinging gate, 

Leaving us unfettered 
And emancipate; 

Confidants of Destiny, 
Intimates of Fate. 

I could only cower 
Silent, while the night, 

Seething with its planets, 
Parted to our sight, 
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Showing us infinity 

In its breadth and height. 

But my chosen comrade, 

Tossing back his hair 
With the old loved gesture, 

Raised his face, and there 
Shone that agony that those 

Loved of God must bear. 

Oh, we heard the many things 

Silence has to say — 
He and I together 

As alone we lay 
Waiting for the slow sweet 

Miracle of day. 

When the bugle's silver 

Spiralled up the dawn 
Dew-clear, night-cool, 

And the stars were gone, 
I arose exultant, 

Like a man new-born. 

But my friend and master, 

HeavyJimbed and spent, 
Turned, as one must turn at last 

•From the sacrament; 
And his eyes were deep with God's 

Burning discontent. 
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